FEET OF CLAY

"They all go on writing to me, 'Dear Big Edouard,' " he went on,
"and giving me presents and hoping for the day I'll take them back.
Do you see this gold watch? A woman gave it to me last week. Well,
I've got ten watches like that in my drawer. I could almost set up as a
watchmaker."

He drank some wine and went on: "And as far as I'm concerned,
there's not a single woman I've slept with about whom I don't remem-
ber everything, the smell of her armpit, her cry of pleasure, the texture
of her flesh ..."

"What you're saying now is not very kind to me., Edouard," said Syl-
vaine, avoiding his eyes and twisting up the corner of the tablecloth.
"Ah, jealous already, eh?" Wilner thought.
"Don't you remember, with your wonderful memory, in 1922?"
"In 1922!" Wilner asked. "You mean we ... slept together?"
Sylvaine quietly nodded her head.

There was a momentary expression of doubt in Wilner's eyes. "Is
she pulling my leg?" Then the expression changed to anxiety, almost
to dismay.

"I haven't dared remind you since you engaged me/' said Sylvaine.
"I thought it more discreet. But all the same I thought ... Of course,
I was only a girl!"

"Wait . . . wait . . . Yes, of course, it's true, I've got there now,"
Wilner said. "We met in a night-club and I took you home in a car,
isn't that so? And it was you who said: "Oh no, serious business,
please.3 You wanted to have a child and couldn't succeed ... I wanted
to give you pleasure . . . But I thought that you knew nothing about
love. Serious business is within anyone's reach ... So it was you?
What can you expect, you've grown up so much, you've grown so
beautiful . . . Oh, no, this is really the first time . . ."

At that moment his butler came in, saying: "Monsieur is wanted on
the telephone: Monsieur Lachaume."

"Oh, yes, put him through," replied Wilner, delighted to seize the
diversion.

And he went to the telephone thinking: "That's very extraordinary.
It really is the first time that such a thing has ever happened to
me."

"Good evening, my dear friend and daputy . . ." he said. "Yes, thank
you, ysery well , , . dinner Friday week? Where?"

Wsfaer quickly put his hand over the second receiver to smother the

yes, I like the place very much," Wilner replied.   "It's very
fc Black tie. Who'll be there? . . . No, the women?  Our dear
, of course, and who else? Princess Torreggiano, yes, excellent
wSr.Jnls Saaebval, the poetess, yes . . ."

At tl*e sas*e tirae Wilner was writing down the names on a pad.